WOODLEY : Not to-night. I'm swatting
George III for Ratty.

MILNER : Ainger ?

AINGER : No5 I'm taking P.D. at half-past.

MILNER : Cheerio3 then. (Goes.)

WOODLEY : I hate Vining.

AINGER : I know you do.

WOODLEY : Don't you ?

AINGER : Hate ? No3 he's a type.

WOODLEY : A foul type. I say, Ainger, how much
is there in it ?

AINGER : In what ?
WOODLEY : Ail his talk.

AINGER : More than I pretend to believe, I
think.

WOODLEY : These shop girls . . . does he ...
really ?

AINGER : I believe so.

WOODLEY : Why don't you do something ?

AINGER : How can I ? Tell tales to Simmy ?
You know I can't. Before he got made a prefect
it was different, but he was damned careful
then. The best I can do now is to pretend not to
believe it.

WOODLEY : But you do all the same ?
AINGER : I'm afraid so.